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Pass the Old Church Door 


The candles burned, the smell of melting wax teasing at his nose. He saw the dancing shadows cast by their glow in 
the semi-darkness, felt the slight heat touch his skin. Striking a match, he lit another. One more to remember, one 


more to honor the dead. 


For a long time, Kirk stood there. He was oblivious to the religious icons surrounding him. Raised a Catholic, he knew 
they were there..could probably describe every single one of them--their purpose and place. There were some things 
you never forgot. 


Actually, for Kirk, it wasn't a matter of forgetting. He was curious about the ‘why of things. Unfortunately, the 


priests never had any satisfactory answers for him. 


Kirk blew out a breath, watching as the flames danced in response. He wasn't here to puzzle the meaning of religion. 
He wasn't even here to question God's will. He'd done that often enough, too. 


No. This was a time to remember and this was the best place to do it. 


Despite his troubled history with religion, being in a church still brought him peace. There was something about its 
solitude without the loneliness that had always appealed to him. Irrationally, Kirk felt nothing could touch him here. Its 
tranquility always seemed to temper the chaos that occasionally ruled his life. 


And today, of all days, Kirk needed to calm his troubled spirit. 


Almost hypnotized by the flames, he turned his thoughts inward. It was time to focus on his feelings, sort them out, 
and let them breathe. Maybe then the pain in his heart would ease. 


April 5th. Ten years ago. Amazing how the years had vanished with each passing day. In those ten years, Kirk had 
experienced ups and downs. Life was unpredictable that way. Still, with the help of his friends, he had survived. 
Unfortunately, he knew of others who had fallen by the wayside, and had not made it back. 


Kurt Cobain was one such person. Kurt hadn't been his best friend, but in the short time they had known each other 
they had connected. Kirk had been aware of Cobain's demons. Hell, he'd met some of them, even rented space in his 
own psyche to a few. Yet, where Kirk had managed to triumph over them, Kurt had failed. 


Kirk leaned against a pillar and folded his arms. He didn't know if he should be disgusted with himself or not. Kurt's 
troubles had been so obvious, yet Kirk hadn't helped him. Although, to be fair, Kirk had been having troubles of his 
own. Self-esteem issues left over from his guilt-ridden days following Cliffs death had made him constantly question 
his place in Metallica. His deadly dance with drugs and alcohol also hadn't made him the ideal person to turn to for 
help. Still, he had tried. One particular night stuck out in his mind. 


It must have been karma when they found themselves in the same town while touring. Nirvana had played a concert 
the night before and Metallica was scheduled to take the stage the following evening. To this day, Kirk couldn't 
remember if both groups had been in the same hotel. All he knew was that around two in the morning, following the 


Nirvana concert, there was a knock at his door. 
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Kurt dragged himself in, carrying a bottle of booze and a crumpled packet of cigarettes. "Glad you're here, man," he 


muttered, flinging himself onto the small hotel sofa. "I really need to talk" 
"Fuck!" Kirk said. "You sound like shit." 


"Yeah," Cobain replied, leaning his head back against the cushions and closing his eyes. "Throats all fucked up, man. | 
don't know how much longer | can take it." 


Kirk eyed the man responsible for rock and roll's grunge movement. He looked exhausted, eyes hollow and hair limp. 
"What's wrong, Kurt?" As someone who had oftentimes been exhausted to the point of being rung out, Kirk knew it 
wasn't just Cobain's throat that was bothering him. 


Kurt opened his eyes halfway like it was too much trouble to open them fully. "Dammit, Kirk, I'm tired. Really tired. 
And--and | hurt, man, all over. Shit, | just--Fuck! Grab some glasses, will you? | need a drink" He held the bottle out 
to Kirk, letting it dangle from his fingertips. 


Kirk grabbed for it before it could hit the floor. "Yeah, sure." He watched a moment as Kurt fumbled with a 
cigarette, nearly burning himself in the process of lighting it. "Hey, be careful." 


Kurt's harsh laugh made Kirk wince. "Careful? What the fuck. Who has time to be careful these days? It's not like it 


really matters." 

"Come on--" Kirk started to say, but the other man interrupted him. 

"Kirk, the drink. My throat is really fucking killing me." 

"Okay, okay." Kirk made short work of filling two glasses. He handed Kurt his drink before retrieving the bottle and 


setting it on the end table. His own drink in hand, Kirk sat in the opposite corner of the sofa and stared at his friend. 
"What's--" he cleared his throat. It shouldn't be this hard to be a friend, should it? "What's going on, man? Talk to 


me. 


Kurt snorted. "What's going on? The real question is what *isn't* going on. Fuck, | don't even know where to start. 


Man, | thought | really needed to talk, but now I'm thinking that it isn't such a good idea" 
"Why?" Kirk kept his tone low and quiet, striving for a sense of calm. 


"Why?" Kurt parroted, his tone sarcastic. He tossed back the amber liquid, wiping savagely at his mouth. "Shit, you're 
my friend. | don't wanna bring you down." 


Kirk laid a hand on the other man's arm. "I can handle it" 


"No," Kurt said after a moment. "| don't think you can. | couldn't take it if something happened--" Kurt choked slightly 


and took a drag of his cigarette. "No, man, | can't allow my problems to hurt you." 


Hurt him? Kirk rubbed his temple." Kurt, | don't understand. How can your problems hurt--" 


"Fuck, Kirk!" Cobain exploded, interrupting him. "Just--Fuck! Gimme the bottle, will you?" 

Frowning, Kirk handed over the bottle as Cobain set his empty glass between his knees. Watching him unscrew the 
cap and take a hearty swallow, Kirk tried again. "Man, whatever you think might hurt me, it won't. Tell me what's 
going on. l.l might be able to help." 


"You can't help. No one can help," Cobain growled, taking another swig from the now half empty bottle. "Just--just 
shut the fuck up and leave me alone." 


"You--you have some nerve," Kirk said through clenched teeth. "You fucking came to me. If you didn't want to talk 


then why the hell are you here?" 
Kurt stared at him. "Fuck," he muttered finally. "I did it again. | fucking screwed up again" He ground out his cigarette 
in his empty glass and lit another. "Shit, you're right. I'm sorry. l--l just can't seem to get it together. I'm fucking up 


all over the place." 


Kirk nodded, familiar with that particular feeling. Maybe things weren't so bad after all. "There's nothing wrong with 
that, man. We've all been there at one time or another. You just have to hang on long enough to get past it" 


"But, you see, that's the problem," Kurt responded, letting his head fall back against the cushions. "I don't feel like 


holding on anymore." 
Kirk's eyes widened. "What's that supposed to mean?" He felt his stomach clench. 


Kurt sighed. "Nothing, man, nothing.” Cigarette smoke was the only thing between them for a moment. "Look, can we 


start over? Please?" 
Kirk swallowed, feeling uncertain. "Um, Kurt, maybe we should talk about--" 


"No, no." Kurt shook his head. Eyes bright with tears met Kirk's head on. "Please, man, | can't do this right now. 


Please don't make me do this right now. | just need a friend." 


"Kurt, whatever's bothering you..." Kirk stopped unable to finish. Kurt wasn't looking for a therapist. With a sigh he 
said, "Okay. If you need a friend, I'm here." 


"That's all | need" Kurt whispered. "Just you being here with me helps more than you know. Th--thanks." 
"Sure." Kirk scooted closer to Kurt, feeling as if he had failed in some way. 
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He had failed his friend, Kirk thought, watching one of the candles flicker out. Or at least that was how he had felt at 


the time when he heard of Kurt's suicide. 


It had been such a fucking surprise. Just a month before, Kurt had ended up in a coma. When he had recovered, Kirk 


had been happy that Cobain had dodged the Reaper. Foolishly, Kirk had thought everything was going to be okay. 
The day he had heard about Kurt's death, Kirk had simply disconnected. Whatever had been going on in the world 
might has well have been happening on another planet. The cocoon he had wrapped around himself was for his 


protection. He couldn't feel sadness or guilt if he couldn't feel 
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Curled up in the corner of his sofa, knees drawn up to his chin, he watched the shadows lengthen as day turned to 
dusk and dusk into night. He hadn't even realized he wasn't alone until he heard James’ voice. 


"Shit! The clinking of glass underscored the pain in James’ voice. "What the fuck! Uli, turn on some god-damned 
lights, will you? | just hit my shin on the fucking coffee table." 


"Yeah, yeah, I'm on it," Lars muttered. "Um, Kirk? You in here, man? It's us--" 

"He knows it's us, you fucker," James interrupted him. "Now hit the lights. | can't see a damn thing." 
"Fuck you," Lars replied. "If you can't see then how do you know he's here to know that it's us?" 
"Lars," James growled. "Fuck, I'm not going to even try. Look, | can hear him breathing, okay?" 

"How can you hear anything with all the fucking racket you're making?" 

"Lars! The lights! Now!" 

"Kirk, man, if you're here, and | hope to god you are, watch your eyes. l'm turning on the lights." 
‘lm sure he's figured that out by now, genius!" James bellowed. 

"If he's here," Lars supplied helpfully. 

If he's here," James grumbled. "You gonna turn on the lights now?" 


"Yeah, gimme a sec." There was a pause. "James? What if he's not here? What are we gonna do? He shouldn't be 


alone--" 


"Damn it, Lars! Just--one thing at a time. I'm sure he's okay so its safe to turn on the lights," James said. "Kirk, if 


you're in here, fucking answer me." 
"You can turn on the lights, Uli," Kirk finally spoke. 
"Thank fuck," Lars murmured, switching on the lights. 


"Why the fuck didn't you say something?" James said. 


"Maybe because | was hoping you'd give up and leave," Kirk answered, not looking at James or Lars. 

"Oh, yeah, like that would fucking happen," James responded. "Next time, fucking say something. Lars was worried!" 
| wasn't the only one," Lars said as he made his way over to James. 

"Yeah, whatever," James replied. "You okay, Kirk?" 


"Why?" Kirk finally looked up at his two friends. His pain was still sharp despite trying his damnedest to drown it in 
alcohol. "Don't | look okay?" 


"You look fucking awful," Lars answered. "How much have you had to drink?" 


Kirk glanced at the three bottles of alcohol on the table. "I'm just getting started." He reached forward and grabbed 
the half-empty bottle of Absolut. "Now, if that's all you needed to know, why don't you show yourselves out?" 


"For fuck's sake, Kirk." James yanked the bottle from Kirk's hand. "We're here to help you." 


"Help me? With what, James?" Kirk's voice rose. "I don't need your fucking help to drink. I'm doing just fine on my own, 


thank you very much.’ 
"Now just a god-damned minute!" James began. “Thats not what | meant and you know it" 


"No, no, | don't know it” Kirk growled at him, coming to his feet. "What exactly did you mean, James? Why the fuck 


are you really here?" 

"Kirk," Lars spoke. "We're here because we know." 

"Know?" Kirk asked. "And what exactly do you know, Lars?" 

"We know about Kurt Cobain," Lars answered. "We heard it on the news." 

"Excuse the fuck out of me, but you don't know shit!" Kirk dodged the comforting hand that Lars had extended. "You 
know nothing. Not a god-damned thing. So why don't you and James just get the fuck out of here and leave me to 


my drinking in peace." 


"You're fucking crazy if you think we're going to leave you alone!" James yelled at him. "So why don't you sit your 


ass down?" 
"James, man, | don't think yelling at him is a good--" Lars started to say. 
"Sit my ass down?" Kirk repeated, raising his eyebrows. "Last time | checked this was my fucking house, Hetfield. | 


make the rules here. I'll do whatever the hell | want." He shook his head. "God! You're such a cold-hearted bastard! 


I'm in fucking mourning. You of all assholes should know what that means. You have no right.." Tears threatened to 


spill. "Just--get out. Both of you. | don't need you. l--1 don't." 
"Kirk," James began. 


"No, James," Lars interrupted. "I think you've said enough. Kirk, you lost a friend tonight, so we're not leaving. Get 
fucking used to it" 


"| lost a friend" Kirk laughed bitterly. "Is that what you think? That | somehow misplaced him? That maybe if | look 


around some, he'll fucking appear? He's not lost, Lars. He's dead” 
"Look, I'm--sorry," James said, his voice suddenly quiet. "Man, you know I'm not good at--" 


"Fucking dead, James,” Kirk interrupted. "He injected himself with heroin and put a fucking shotgun in his mouth and 
blew his brains out. | knew something was up, but | couldn't stop it. He wouldn't let me. He wouldn't let me help..OF all 
the stupid." He reached for one of the bottles on the table and threw it as hard as he could. It flew past James, 
less than a foot from his head. 


Lars flinched as it hit the wall. He grabbed James’ arm and pulled as the second bottle joined the first. "Give him a 


minute, man, | think he really needs this." 


"Why didn't you let me help you, Kurt! Why didn't you?" Kirk shouted as he grabbed the edge of the glass coffee 
table and overturned it. It crashed, sending shards of glass in all directions. Glancing around wildly, he looked for 
something else to throw. Spying a couple of Universal monster figurines on the mantle, he moved toward them. 


"James!" Lars shouted "He's barefoot! Do something!" 


"Damn it, Kirk, don't fucking movel" James took two strides toward him and grabbed him by the arms. "Stop, | said. 


You're gonna hurt yourself" 


Kirk brought his fists up to bang on James’ chest. "Let me go, you fucking prick!" He pushed and shoved at James, 
trying to yank out of the other man's grasp. 


James wrestled him into an embrace, holding Kirk tightly to his chest even as he continued to squirm. "Hey, easy. 


Take it easy..." 


"No, no, you don't understand," Kirk wailed, angry tears coursing down his cheeks. "He came to me. He came to me 


and | did nothing. Nothing, James. Oh god, oh, god...” 


"Kirk, Kirk, thats enough, man. Don't do this to yourself" James lifted him off his feet and carried him to the sofa. 
"His death wasn't your fault. Fuck, Uli, tell him." 


Lars sat next to them on the sofa and rubbed Kirk's back even as he continued to struggle in James’ embrace. 
"James is right, Cobain was a troubled spirit. There isn't anything you could have said that would have made things 
all right for him. Sure, he came to you. He came to you because he needed a friend. You were there for him and 


that's all that matters. It's the best thing you could have done for him." 


"God-damn it--" Kirk took a shuddering breath and stopped fighting James. He laid his head on the broad chest. "Why 
did he have to go and kill himself? Didn't he know how much his death would hurt us?" 


Lars leaned forward and put his head against Kirk's back. "Maybe he was hurting more, Kirk. Fuck, | don't know. We'll 
never know what was really going on in his head. We probably won't ever understand why he did it. We'll just have to 


love him for who he was. He'll never be forgotten" 


"Never," Kirk responded, snuggling closer to James. He felt Lars’ arm go around his waist, his comforting weight at 
his back. "Ill never forget him." 


"Why don't you close your eyes," James suggested. "Just let yourself drift for a while. Lars and | are here to hold 
you together." 


irk snittied. I--I'm so sorry, James. You, Too, Uli. | didn't mean To be such an asshole. 
Kirk sniffled. "I--| y, J You, too, Uli. | didn't to b h hole." 
on'T worry about, Lars replied. akes a lot more Than you being an asshole To drive us away. 
"Don't worry about," Lars replied. "It takes a lot more than you being hole to d y" 
"Love you, guys," Kirk murmured. "Thank you." 
okay, JUST rest now. We'll be here," Lars answered. 
"S'okay, just rest We'll be here," L d 
"Kay" Kirk closed his eyes. 
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None of them ever spoke of that night. Jason, who had been out of town, had commented on Kirk's new coffee table, 


but no one had mentioned the reason for it. There was nothing to say. 


In Metallicas long association with the rock world, they had lost many friends, some acquaintances, and an enemy or 
two. There was nothing that could be done, but to move on, and cherish the memories left behind. 
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Kirk sighed, still watching the flames flicker. Kurt had been someone who had been part of the music world, someone 
who had understood the weird and wonderful of what it was like to be a musician. Kurt had been..special. 


Another sigh emptied out of his mouth. What was it his suicide note had said? ‘It's better to burn out than to fade 
away: Yeah, that was it. Just like Cobain to quote another musician, but in Kurt's case, the words were true. Kurt 
had been moving too fast through life. The genius of his music was merely a side effect. Eventually, he went 
supernova and burned out. 


All that was left to do was to listen to Kurt's music. Listen and remember. 


Kirk could do that. It was the best way to honor his friend. That, and light a candle in his memory. 


"Miss you, man. Say hello to Cliff for me. Hope you both are giving them hell in heaven," Kirk whispered. With one last 
look at the wavering flames, he turned away and stopped short. 


The church was almost empty, only a few people scattered here and there. One caught his attention 


James sat in the front pew, arm propped up against the back of the bench. In the afternoon light streaming through 
the stained glass windows, he looked ethereal, beautiful. 


Kirk smiled and walked over to him. "What are you doing here?" he asked, sitting down. "Thought you were in LA. 


doing some radio interview." 


"| was," James acknowledged. "I flew out right after instead of staying the night as planned. | remembered what day it 
was, and, well," he shrugged, "| needed to be here." 


Kirk smiled up at him, feeling his spirits lift a little. "Thanks. I'm glad you're here. How did you know where to find 


me?" 

"Lars," James answered. "When | got home and you weren't there, | called him. He told me you would be here." 
Kirk nodded. "We talked this morning. He invited me over to his house for dinner." 

"Yeah," James said. "I got the same invitation He said Rob's gonna be there, too.” 

Kirk rolled his eyes. "Rob's always there. He practically lives at Lars’ place." 

James chuckled. "Yeah, well, | think Lars is trying to make it a more permanent arrangement. We'll see." 

"IFI work out," Kirk stated with certainty. "Uli deserves to be happy." 


"Like us," James murmured as he dropped his arm to his side. He took Kirk's hand gently in his, twining their fingers. 
"You are happy, aren't you, Noisy Thing?" 


Kirk gave James' hand a squeeze. "| am, James. Being with you makes me extremely happy. But, right now," he said, 
casting a brief glance at his still burning candle, "I'm a little sad." 


"Kurt," James said. 


Kirk sighed. "| miss him." He felt tears gather at the corners of his eyes, but they did not fall. "Like | miss Cliff” He 


pulled their clasped hands into his lap, absently caressing James' knuckles. He needed the contact, needed to connect. 


"I still miss Cliff, too," James said quietly, his voice thick "It doesn't matter how long it's been, it's--it's like 
yesterday. And sometimes | wish..." 


Kirk looked at James as he trailed off. "You wish there was something you could go back and change? Then maybe 


Cliff would be with us today? Maybe if we'd had a different driver? Or if we'd been in another part of the world? 
Maybe if Cliff had stayed in his bunk and me in mine--" 


"Nol" James said, his denial echoing in the church. "No," he repeated, voice almost a whisper. "That's not--| didn't 
mean-—fuck, Kirk, | wouldn't wish that on you." 


"You did at one time," Kirk answered. 


"Yeah, well, | was young and stupid" James frowned, voice cracking. "I--! was fucking drunk. | never meant it. Any of 


it. Jesus, | was just--" 


"You were hurting, James," Kirk broke in. "Its okay. | don't blame you. | never have," he added, bringing the hand he 
was holding to his lips and kissing it briefly. "Besides, you didn't say anything | hadn't thought myself. Wait! Let me 
finish," he said when it looked as if James were about to interrupt. "It happened a long time ago. | miss Cliff, but the 
guilt is gone. | can't change anything. What happened was out of my control. It's just taken me a long time to come to 
grips with that." He was quiet for a minute. "What happened to Cliff wasn't my fault. | know that. But, every now and 
then, there are days when | wish and wonder." he trailed off and had to clear his throat before continuing. "| mean, 
who wouldn't? You weren't the only person wishing, weren't the only one looking for someone to blame." He shrugged. 


"At least you had me for that" 


"Shit, Kirk, I'm sorry." James moved to sit closer to him. "I'm so fucking sorry. | shouldn't have been such a bastard 


to you. Fuck! | was just so screwed up. | didn't mean to take it out on you. |--" 

"Hey, hey, that's enough, man," Kirk interrupted, looking into James' blue eyes. They seemed to shimmer. "I know 
you've regretted some of the things you've done. We both have. Don't let it tear us apart now. We're together and 
we have to go forward..not backward." 


"When did you get to be so smart?" James asked, his lips forming a soft smile. 


"Well, see, it's like this," Kirk began. "| hooked up with this guy. A singer. He really has a way with words so | have to 


keep on my toes or | might lose him." 


James laughed quietly, eyes crinkling. "Man, | think he's a hell of a lucky guy to have you. In fact, | think he's more 


afraid of losing you then you are of losing him. Yeah, I'm sure of it" 

Kirk shook his head, reaching up to pat James' cheek. "Well, don't worry. No one is going to get lost. It's all good." 
"Yeah." James inched closer, leq brushing Kirk's. "All good. Hell, better than good." 

A comfortable silence fell between them. Kirk took the opportunity to lay his head on James’ shoulder. He was 
content, staring at the flickering candles on the altar. The statue of Jesus gazed down at him from above and Kirk 


blinked. "James?" 


"Yeah?" James rumbled. "What?" 


Kirk started to giggle. "Man, we're in a church!" he exclaimed and laughed outright. 


James looked down at Kirk, frowning. "Kirk, we've been in this fucking church for over an hour. What's so god-damn 


funny about that?" 


"We're two men sitting in a church, holding hands and cuddling in a pew. We're honoring someone who committed 


suicide and you took the Lord's name in vain" He giggled. "We're definitely going to hell." 


"Already been there." James grinned, laughing a little. "Nothing to write home about, but we might as well make the 
trip worth it" 


"Yeah? How so?" Kirk tilted his head up to look at James. 

"Like this," James murmured huskily, as he leaned down. He brushed Kirk's lips with his own. 

"Oh, yeah," Kirk whispered, anticipating the response James’ kisses always managed to evoke. He wasn't disappointed. 
The tingling started in the pit of his stomach and rushed through him. It was like all of his emotions on a roller 
coaster ride--exhilarating, exciting, and a little scary, anticipating the rush. After three years together, he was stil 
on the ride of his life. 

James pulled back and gazed at him with a small smile. It was almost as if he knew the sensations Kirk was 
experiencing. James probably did, Kirk thought, but would never ask Some things needed to be felt, not cheapened 
with words. 

"| love you, Kirk," James said, placing a chaste kiss to Kirk's temple. 


Now those words Kirk never got tired of hearing. "Love you, too, James." 


"Ready to go?" James asked after a few moments. "These god-damned wooden benches are really fucking irritating." 
As if to make his point, he squirmed. 


Kirk laughed again, his merriment bouncing off the walls of the church. He didn't care that the few people in the 
church were staring at him. "James, they aren't meant to be comfortable. Its part of a sinner's penance." Kirk 
snickered. 


"Yeah, well, I've had enough penance," James grumbled. "I'm ready to get the hell out of here." 


"Yeah, me, too." Kirk stood and waited for James to follow suit before moving toward the aisle. They hadn't taken a 


dozen steps when he felt a hand on his arm. Stopping, he turned to face James who was frowning. 
"Look, | know | said | wanted to go, but if you need to stick around longer, we can. | don't wanna rush you." 


"Preciate it, man," Kirk murmured. "But I've done what | came here to do. | hope that wherever he is, Kurt knows | 


cared." 


"He does. | think you meant a lot to him," James looked over Kirk's shoulder at the altar. He seemed lost in thought. 
"James?" Kirk tugged at his arm, wondering what was going through his lover's mind. 


"You guys were close, right?" James looked back at Kirk "I mean, | always got that feeling when you've talked about 


him. 
"Well, | never thought of us as close, but.maybe we were. | mean, as close as | can be with someone outside Met. | 
only knew him for a short time, you know. But, there was just something about him." Kirk shook his head. "I can't 
describe it. It's hard to say what we meant to each other." 

"Were--" James took a deep breath and let it out in a rush. "Were you lovers?" 


Kirk's eyebrow lifted. "Ten years, man, and you're just now asking me that?" 


"Uh, well, in the beginning it really wasn't any of my business," James answered. "Then, when we finally got together, | 


was afraid to ask. | really didn't want to hear the answer." 

"Aw, James." Kirk took a step closer. "Kurt was a friend. Nothing more than that" He clasped his hands around the 
back of James’ neck and tugged until they were eye level. "Contrary to popular belief, | don't sleep with every man | 
meet," he said, tangling his fingers in James’ hair. 

"That's good, Noisy Thing," James growled, wrapping his arms around Kirk's waist. "Real good." 

Kirk smiled. "You're so full of shit, man," he said fondly. "But don't worry, you're about as much as | can handle." 


James tightened his arms around Kirk. "| wasn't worried," he denied. 


Kirk laughed. "Sure you weren't." Then he sobered. "No matter how many times | tell you what you mean to me, you 


still doubt me." 

James shook his head. "I don't doubt you, Kirk. l--just sometimes wonder why you stick around | mean--" 

"That's enough, James!" Kirk broke in. "Don't even finish that thought. For Chrissakes, baby, | fucking love you!" 

"Yeah, | know." James looked ashamed. 

"If you know it, why don't you fucking believe it?" Kirk was more frustrated than angry. This discussion was almost a 
habit and he was always tempted to break it, but since it always led to great sex, he did nothing. Instead, he played 
his part. "Damn it, after three years together, you still pull this shit. | just wish you would stop it" 


"ls that your version of a good ass-kicking?" James teased. 


"Yeah. Did it work?" Kirk grumbled, trying unsuccessfully not to smile. "You get the message?" 


"Loud and clear." James grinned. "You love me and | should stop being a dick about it.” 


"Yes! Score one for the Mighty Hetfield" Kirk punched James lightly on the shoulder. Then he kissed James on the 
forehead, the lips, the left cheek, and the right. "Now, lets go home so | can show you how blessed | am to have 
you," Kirk said, brushing his finger over James lower lip. 


James laid his forehead against Kirk's. "Love you, Noisy Thing.’ 


"| know, James." Kirk disentangled himself from James' embrace. Grabbing his hand, Kirk led the way out. As they 
neared the church doors, he offered up a prayer: Thanks for bringing him to me. Please don't take him away. 


The End 


